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ORATIO,
Mex. Whitney walted »
reasonable  period, then
wpoke  again, & degres
louder.
“Horatinl™
"Why! why, yes, Martha,
did you speak?

“I did, 1 belleve you're getting
hard of hearing, Horatio. 1 suppose
It nothing but what we ean espect.
Your father wax deaf, and your
grondfather before him.*

“Oh, but, Martha, they were old,
'm onot ol Horatlo Whitnes's sare-
worn foce was eager and wistfal, It
sevtned Lo Le struppling to put on its
righttul mask of youth—s man st
45 is not old=tmt o be painfolly
consctous that It no Jonger fitted,
Almost at once it settled back ta ite
lines of care. With u sigh Horatle
Whituey gave up his youth,

“Muybio I am old,” he sald, quletly.

“Well, 'm not!™ laughed his wife.
“When I'm old, 1 won't ask you for
my Easter money, 1 suppose you
Know Suwmday after pext s Easter,
Horatlo?"

“Enster—Sundny after next? Are
yon wure, Marthn '™ He sighed agnin
unconschously,  There was wso little
“Euster wmoney” for Marthn  this
year. Horatle Whitney had  been
married 15 yoars; there had bheen 18
Easters.  There lind  always biven
“Huster money.”

1 went down town prospeeting to-
day, I I'd had the money, | should

huve taken up o elaim—In Esster fix-
Ings.”" she laughed pleasantly.

ller

“She gaibered up bar sewing and ot swift=
periurbed stitches in the saft stuff.*

cown face was uncreased and comely

Horntio looked at it ronnd the edge
of his newspaper and exprerivneed his
ol feeling of pride in Martha, lle
wis thinking that Marths was young
enongh, Martha wus 45, tou,

“Mow much will you oewd, dear?”
The “denr” went with the little thrill
of admiration,

“Mercy, Horatlo, as If you didn't
know how mueh it always  taken!
Easmter bonnets don't sary muel feom
ane yeur to another. The murket s
always firm!*  You've slways given
me £20; that Includes gloves and
whitnots, of eonrse”

“Would— sr—fifteen  do, do you
think ¥ hesitatingly., The difference
betweon 820 and 515 took on propos-
terous value tosnight. Horathe Whit-
ney wis & litle mors tired than
untinl, The care lines were deeper in
his plain face.

Mres, Whitney dropped  her  work
Into her lap and peered ronnd the
drop-lamp at her hasband.  Homtio
might be growing old and deaf, hut
she dld not lke to think he was grow-
ing stingy. Fifteen?—why, she had
always had to streteh the $en!

“You newl not give me any, Ho-
ratio,” she sald, stifly, “PN stay at
howe Easter Sunday and look through
the slats wt other people's Easter
bonnets, I you imagine I sm going
up the broad alsle of Canaan church
In my last year's bonnet, you sre la-
boring wnder o delusion. 1t would
be baidl cnough If our pew wis e
hind, but when s the third from
the fromt—!" Hhe gnthered up her
sowing and wel awift, perturbsd
stitebies In the woft  white  stufl,
Horotlo was eonselous  that  whie
looked even prettier with that red
tinge In her choeks, On the Instant
tie put astde anxious thoughte of -
;ull‘ Lills and bills to come, Martha
must hive her “Euster money.” He
took It out of his worn old poeket-
book, and moistenwd his finger-tip w0
eonnt it and meke sure It was  all
there,

“Bixteen — two's  elighteen — two's
twenty, dear, I'm sorry the bills

aln't all elenn—1 know you like ‘om
better that way—"

“Dom't worry about  their lweing
cloan!™ whe Ilnughed. The stiffness
was all gone from her wolee, *1
guess Mme, Jaeque will be willing to
take them in hange far o L t
Oh, Horatio, you must ses that lit-
tle beauty in the window! It's the
one I mean to get—the one on the
loft of the window, as you look In
from the outslde. It has apple-blos
som buds on lt—you know yon ale
ways liked apple-blossom buds, Hors-
tin!"  She nodded across to  him
nrehly and her full  face reminded
him of the Martha's of 18 years ago.
He conjured up that other heautiful
little bonnet with apple-blossom buds
in it and et 1t on her xmooth bhrown

hair—Martha bhad ot grown gray
at all,
“That one  wis  beantiful™  he
amiled,

“Well, this one In. 1 shoubdn't won-
der it it mode me Jook 15 years
youngor!™ she onghed, “But | don't
want to deckde on 10 W yon sen (1
You always did hnve excellont taste
in bonnets, dear” Ehe feil into the
“dear” nmaturnlly enough, as if the
soft halo of 16 yeurs agn wore aver
her, ton. She had always ealled him
“lear then—how many years was it
wshe had ealled him Horatio?

“I wish you'd go 1o the office
through  Jermyn strect  tomorrow
maorning—no, 'l go with you, That
will e better. Yon esn pass julg-
ment on the Hitle gem-bonnet, snd
I shiall go In aod buy it!—for I'm
cartain you'll like .

They had not walked throngh the
strovts together for a gomd while—
not even to ehuroh,  Horatlo Whit-
ney was hecnly sensitive 1o the fact
that s overeont aml hist were shnte
by. He did not care 1o remember
bow long it was sinee he hivd bought
wew ones, and he did not want
Martha to remember. 80 he stayed
st home quietly, and grew a little
groyer umd a litle older every day.

“Murthn's handsome aml  yonng,
stiL" he reasonsd; “1 want her to
keep wo. It doesn’ts  mattor  now

about me; it's too late n the day to
save me.  Martha's going to  have
prefty bonpets and thiogs just  as
lomg o 1 can serape togethor the
money. And what's more, she lsn't
guing to be mortined (o dvath by
having a stoop-shouldervd, wrinkled
old wwn, e n faded overcont, golng
up the browd aivle leside her. 1'm
tired 'l stay at home aml rost™

Bo he hind stoyed at home Sunday
after Sunday, |}
It wits o good enviugh exe
Enve up arging him o fter awbille,

The voxt morning Marths walloed
downstawn  with  Horatio, through
dermiyn street, It was & beautitul
day. Belated sprivng hnd eome st
last, umd the binls were celebrat-
ing the event Joyously. The lawns
ware tuking on green tinges, aoid e
elovtricity of growing  things  aml
bhoyant spirits  was I the alrp
Murthy tingled with It ne she wilked
ulimg,

"You walk so slow, Horstio,” she
vomplulned.  “Why don’t  you  stop
ap Lrlsk  amil smare? Anylsmiy'al
think you were an old man!™

“Well, 1 guess  they'd bt Iy,
Martha!™ e wmild,  "Time  wus
when I'd have skigged on this  Kiod

of & mornlyg.™

UWell, 1'd skip now if 1 was wure
nobiody  was looking! MHere we are
at Jermyn streen”

They turhed luto the busy thor-
oughtare and sotthal inte the dues
rent of busy mwen aml women, Al
the world wos in n hurry, but all
the world was eheerful,  The elec-
triclty in the erisp, clean plr  was
mpuifent on overy side, In aloret guit
and  smiling  fuee.  Fveryone  was
quating the kweet spring tonie. Even
Horatlo Whitwey desnk o novons
wclons whitfs of it snd pleked himself
up, rejusenated, nnd  swung  along
with the res,

Down the streat a little way prog-
ress wos temporarily  blocked, and
Moratio amd Marthn came to a ctand-
still. A heavy dray was being backed
across the slidewalk,

“We enn go out roeund,” Horatio
sald, Y1 0 nolsanee the way these
fellows tnke possession of the high-

way., It aught to be stopped, Come
on—thin way."
“No, I'm going to wait, 1e'll get

unloaded In a minute. 1 don't funecy
belng mixed up with & lot of eleciric
ears and grovery earts and  folke,
There's no hurry, Horatlo”

They worp abreast of a wplendid
plate-glnns show-window, and Marthn
turned te "% for entertaioment, What
WHman wWas ever at hJM !lll’ e e
meat with a showswindow nt her el
bow? Nut this one—Martha turned
away o little disgusted, It was only
o mun's Turnishing store.

The drayman  took  his  time,
Marths was driven back to the win-
dow In self-defeose, and It win this

thoe that shie sew *he cout that re

minded her. A lttle theill ran over
her, for it wits the ¢xart shade—the
soft, deep gray—of that other cont.
It was wet distingulshably different,
eltlior, in syle—queer that 18 years
should make so Httle change!

Martha glanced nt Horatio's shahby
overeont. The pitiless sin gave It uo
quarter. Bhe snw all it fuledoess
and mepnness, and the lstless, e
Jecved sag of it. It gave her a start
of surprive that she had not notlesd
it before. She searvely ever poticed
Horatio's clothes, They were always
whole—Horatio  hald  always  been
“euay” on his things. There was
rarely anytbhing to meml

But nowe=the cantrast between the
spruce, new coats in the window and
Horatlo's eont! letween the sleck
hists set Jauntily on  the  staring
painted heads of the window.dum.
mios aud the faded, worn oun plant-
od squarely on Horatlo's gray bair!
Martha's heart misgave her at the
conteast, She dil not want to look,
but looked on steadily.

Horatio was looking st the dray.
man.  His bent shabby shoalders
were “back to" the great window.
Horatlo mever looked o show win-
lowe,

“When you get thraugh looking ut
the siyles, my dear, we'll go  on.
That's fellow's taken bhis tiwe, ot
he's ot o the way now."”

It wan Homatin's volee In her ear
and Marthn stnrted with  an odd
wenne of eotifusion and gullt, She
went on down the street trying to
Joke hersell at ense agnio, but her
Whnsghta ran ol peodstently ina per- |
turbod undercurrent. The gray overs
cont that  hsd  remided  hepeahe
eotilid not et Ioont of her  wight,
Gray had bweon so bwooming to Hora-
tin 18 years ago—Mariha had chosen
that color herselt for his “wedding
overvoal.”  Aml she hnd bad apple

T eIWell, T won't # yowll them over |

B now leaf to<dny. v wet my heart
on your golng 1o mesting with me,
ear."

He flushed painfully, Maretha was
making It very hard. 1f she hadn't
skl “deart™

“Hut 11 can't, Martha,
I 1 eonld™

“Say:  ‘Dut T ean, dear'—say It
Horntio!™  She wan round on his side
of the table, with her huml on his
arm. “Come upsiairs and get ready.
We dun't want to be late on Eastor,
I've got your things @1l out on the
bed

“l=1 hnven't any things, Mariha
You musta't nek me—1 ean't go."

“Well, I've got my things all oud
on the bed, them. 1 want you te

I'd like to

come up and see my things, dear
Comel™
He could not resist her, She wan

like the old girl Martha —~persistent
andd deresintible.  We yielded weakly
and followed hor up the stalrs. The
Easter things were spremd out on the
bed,  Morathe Whitoey utiered o
queer souml ot the sight of them,

“Marthat™

“Well, don't you like them? Don's

you like my Easter bonnet, dear?
1 Hike i better than any | evor hsd
before, il the Kasters of wmy lfe,
Now [ will tey it on amd les you vee
howe beeoming it Is"
* She wot the soft gray felt hot on
his head and whirted him round toe
the mirror.  Then she threw  the
hinndsomme gray overcont seross his
shoulders dod Jald the gloves ngalnsg
lils #leeve.

“Seo how they mateh!™ she oried.
“Amd they all mateh you, You grest
stupld by, 1o stand there as if you
diin'e recognize yourself!™

"1 e he gaspeil. Noddenly he
fveedd wbout.  “Huot, Martha--"

“Hay ‘denr ™

Buds In ber wedding Bonnet Lecniise
pink and gray were ao bosutiful to-
gether.

Martha roused hersalf at madames,
“There” she eriod, “that little beanty
on the extreme left—don't tell me
you don’t like ! Bhe was |llll¢h'|
ing a trifle breathlessly. Tler oyes |
were on hin face,

“Yam't It a Nittle gem, Horatio?™

*Yes ab, yes, Martha, | lke It"
he mnld, warmly, “You go right In
amd buy It, Don't you walt, ar some
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. and whirled hlm areusd s the mireer."

bouly olse will et fn whood
wies on it oM boautitul
remiile mn!™

L thonght 4t would!™ shin Dasghisd,
waftly, with the tevimor still ranodng
throngh lier volee,  “10% very mueh
lke that wther oue, dear.

Alwr a little e went on alene,
down the sireet,

Martha stomd watohing him. “lin
ratho's all stoapesd oawr He works
tos hard, 1 uever knew hie wis gel-
ting w0 stoopy. He wsml o e
straight enough.” She glineed in st
the Easter bonnet, us If it remioded
her of the vime when Horatio had
It wiwnlght.

Eanter sundny downed clear  nil

The pao-
Martha, it

“tat, dear, | don't andersinml, You
were golig 1o et the one with ape
ple-blesom buds on -7

“Whant do you eall that? Ele had
enught up a e thing in lice and
flowers  from  the table, amdl was
whirhing 1t reand on her Angers e
fore Wi nstonlshed  eyves,  “Aeen't
those apple-blossam bnds? Can't you
sl "em ¥ You oughit te, for thiey're
the vory ones you declvred you eonld
smell 16 yoars age!  The veary ones,
Horatio! 1 got out the Little old hon.
pet, aml there were the flowers ns
freah un over—pot witherod at aiit
Bolp, snip—<1 had ent thew off and
there they were on my Eaxter bone
net! Now, we'll go o ehivroh, dear™

e walked along the wunny sircet
beslde her as i in w plesssut dresim,
Unconsclously,  he  hebd  bimsel?
wernlght wod walked biriskly,

“You o e fast T enn’t kewp np
with you!™ langhed Martha In his
ear. “Do you think Vin a givl 2

“Yes, and U'm & box!™ e wan
lavghing, too, e had not fell s
rested nmld young before for a long

thme, He was prowd of Murths-—and
prowd of himwell, Mo was glad whon
they  passed  aeguaintanees  and
friends,

They seenusl to get dhead of svery-
body.  Owie Murthn gave him a lite
tle punh.

"o oo abend n Hikle way,” she
whiipered, “ther’s o ope linw to Bo-
I want 1o

iwih Al o0 ak B

When she canght up with hilm, ahe
siplieeseil Wi mem gontly,  “You look

Bidsinnne,  Muovatin . Whitoey —don't
il e you don't! Now tell me 1
denr—yon ook

I wabs n b
Iy compliment, but It sulted Martha,
They went on together through the
swoel  Kaster  wunshine. At the
eharch door she stopped him,
“Walt! We're going te walk wp the
heond  alede sbowly, Hormtio —don't
you go to bouerylog, | want the peos
ple to hnve plonty of thie th see oy
new Easter things!  Now, pomdy!™
The altar woas heaped with Kaster

perfect,  Martha woke to the (ril
of Eauter corols outslge hor window |
A myrimd of litle binds secmod vy-
Ing with vach other o entebrate Fiis

rising,  The jubilnat chorus Hitsd wll |
thee air,
“U'm  thankful  ivs  pledsant,”

thought Murilis, 1 want It 1o be
pleasant tosdug.”  Blhie went  abaoat
her morning duties  with o light
heart. At breakfast she ohattered
like & girl,

“Horutlo, you're golng to eliurch
with me toeday—1 thought you might
like to know!™

“Noy, oo, Martha,” he sabd, hawtily;
“I guess | won't go to-day—uot to-
day."”

"I wsald you were going!™ she
langhed,  “IHdn't yon  promise o
love, homor and abey’ 15 years ago?
I'm through marehing off 1o church
alotie every Sunday morning."

“Hat I'm tired, Martho, 'm goiong
o wtay ot home snd get rosted up
for temorrow.”

“You were tired last Sondey, nod
the Hunday before, and the Bunday
hefore that”

“Yes, | know-<1 guess I'm nlways
tiped, Martha"

*Then you must go to cehureh and
rest. Horvatlo Whitney, do yon know
how long ago it was thet you went
to church with me?

Don’t  reckon,

“No, 1 don't.
Martha™

Titlew, wmd thele swost boath fAlled
the churel,  Marthy drew  in

| Wil uf s,

“Hews goml they smell, dear” aha
whisprred “ln  there  anyihing
sweoter thon Buster 1liea?"

He smiled down st hier. Marths
was short and plasngs, and be was tal
toadny

“1 don't wmell any Easter lillos*
he wald; "1 don't smell anyihing but
apple  Llossume'~-Couutry  Gentles
man,

SUN ENTERS OLD DUNGEON.

The Fince Where Ethan Allen Was
1 ted In E d te
the Light.

The svn shane the other duy for (ke
flrst time in 147 yeurs into the dungecn
where Ethan Allen was  incarcerated
ar New Yorks 1o order to expose the
dungean, whers of recent years the
bookbinder and his asslvtouts  have
speut thelr thine preserving the fovale
unlile records of the regisirac’s oflice.
the taborers found It necessary to pry
away & big bloek of the marhile Booring
direetly under the fron vlug In the cel!
Ing whove and from which, peeording
to tradition, many & good American
swung to death in ihe periods lmmedi-
ately submequent wo the declarntion of

independence.
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THE IMPRESSIONS OF A WOMAN

What &8 Womni Says Aboul W estorn
Casnda,

Although muny men have writien
0 Uhls paper pegarding the prospects
of Westorn Cnnida, audl Its groat poss
plidlities, 4 mny oot be wointerests
Rog v grive the experionce of & wors
BL settler, wiltien 1o Mre, M, V. Me-
Junes, the agent of the Government
L Detroly, Miche 1 the  reader
wishies to get further information res
govding Wostern Cannda It mny be
obitained by wilting any of the agents
ol e Goverument whose sume I8
attuched 1o the mdvertivement  ape
praving elsewhers in this papor,

The tollowing is the letter referred

i

illdawn, Albertn, Peb'y, 8, 1903,
Denr Siry

I have been hore now nearly five
years, and thought 1 would write
you & wommn's impression of Weste
ern Canmda—in Alberta.  There are
severml  ranchers  In this  distried
who, In wdditlon to taking eare of
Widir entile, darry on  farming ae
well. Thelr herds of eattle numbes
from 100 1o 200 or 300 heads, und live
out all winter without any shelier
thuwn the poptar binfs and thoy come
I bn b wpring b pood order.  Most
of the ranchers feed thale eatile part
of the thoe, about this time of the
year, but 1 have weon the flacst fat
enttle 1avar saw that never got a peok
of gralu—only fattenod on the grass.
You wee | have learned to talk farm
elnee 1 oeame here —~farming 1s the
groent business here. 1 kuow several
In this disiriet who pever worked &
day on the farm, U they eame hore,
el hase done well and are getling
woell o,

I think this will be the garden of
the Northwost somi doy, and that
ay not very far distant. There han
bevtt n o great ehange siner we enime
here, aml there will e a  greater
change ln the peat five yenm. The
wintors are all anyone eonll wish fop,
We have vory little snow, and the
climate is fine amd healihy Lank
summar was wol, but not to an ox
tent b damage eraps, which were o
lavgre avernge ¥leh), dnd the hay wa
bmmanse —anil farmers wore a hroodg
smible aveordingly,

We have goml sohools, the tioverns
menk pays W per cont. of the ex-
C-nw of edveation, which ts & gerent

i In & new eouniry. OF eoures,
ehurchen of different donoininatinne
follow the settlomentn,  Bammer e
nies and winter concertn nre all well
sitended, and an much, or more, e
Joxed an In the Fast, Wi weibil ot
prefer the pive wir of thiv elimate
with Its beoil neves of fne farm,
fts ripplimge streams, s beauritul
Babies, Bs anlllions of wild flowers, its
groves of wild fruit of  exquidte
fluvor, e streams nod lokes terms
Ioge with fish widd e prdleies nnd
BinfMs with game, o the erowided
mil wLif state of society in the Kawt,
1 wonbd Hke to go home for o visit
wodnelime, but pot 40 o there o
Lve, oven If presented with the hest
furm b Miehigan.  Bosurifol Allwria,
1 will never lonve it ul iy verdiet
Is only w repetition of all wh have
peitlod In thie countey, Thin your, 1
Belleve, will mid vy thonsals 10
our popnilivtlon.  Aud If the  young
men, awl ¢ mon Wk, kuew  linw
wnny they eondil wake a homn free of
ol Inetimlirmnes  In this  country,
thousaids more wunlil huve settled
Lere. 1 woulil stsner live 160 peres
here than uny farm where | cime
from In Michigan; bur the people in
the East are coming 1o s kuowledgn
of this country, and an they do, they
will conie West o thowsanids. Al
winter, people v been wrriving In
Albertn, nnil 1w o In athvre prts
e owell whieh bn unosunl, ko we oxe
et i great rush when the weather
pets warmer,

We have no eonl tamine here; eonl
enn be bonght In (hie towns for $2
to 85 acevording to distanes from the
wilees, pod many bl theie vwn ecal
from the mines getting 11 there far

Very truly yuurs,
(Blgned)  Mex. Jobn Mebachlan.
e npeinil
Whnt Labur Enlons Menn.

The vise of bor unlons  means
Brnt of all that the deterndnntion of
wages Lor envh laborer and his cone
ditheomn of work coass to be primarily
his own affair;  this s order (ot
wages mny be unlform, snd that thus
the merclless downward piressure of
present-day  compstition may e
cheeked. There are recorded nenrly
B.000 strikes in the Unlted Bintes dur-
lng twenty yoars, avowndly directsd
10 this purpose of forcing the employ-
or to deal vollegtively with the unlon,
The responnibiilty for the fixing of
wagres shifts farther and farthor from
the individuul workman, not only aa
the unions extend more widely over
the natlon, but alao s the authority
In one widon aml nnother  Locomens
wore and more centealized, The wnal-
ogles hotween trade union  history
und the histors of oivil goveroments
nre atmerois sl steikdogg 16 s pe-
eullarly notlesable thot  In  most
unions, wk in the palities of this ne-
tiom, the oonfliet for snd  eguinst &
strong eentral governisent has besn
wagred fiervelyy and that generally the
centralizlng rrty has' pravillod —Ate
lantie Monthly




